the Tailors'

BETWEEN the chaos of Regent Street and the opulent
bustle of New Bond Street is a little region that is
curiously hushed. It is made up of short streets that
pretend to run parallel to one another, but actually
go off at all angles. At a first glance these streets
appear to be filled with the offices of very old firms
of family solicitors. Many of their windows have
severe wire screens. The establishments there have
a certain air of dignified secrecy, not unlike that of
servants of the old school, those impassive butlers
who appeared to know nothing, but really knew
everything. There is little evidence that anything is
being sold in this part of the world. The electric-
light bills must be very modest indeed, for there are
no flashing signs to assault the eye, no gaudily dressed
windows to tempt the feet to loiter. Whatever the
season, no Sales are held there. You are not invited
to stop a moment longer than you may wish to do.
Now and then you catch sight of a roll of cloth, a pair
of riding breeches, or, perhaps, a sober little drawing
of a gentleman in evening clothes, and as you pass you
can hear these things whispering: "If you are a gentle-
man and wish to wear the clothes that a gentleman
should wear, kindly make an appointment here and
we will see what we can do for you." Money, of
course, is not mentioned, this being impossible in all
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